I78                         MEMOIRS OF
Wytheville, Virginia, arrived from Japan. He was a physician, distinguished as the head of St. Luke's Hospital in Tokyo. On the outbreak of war Rudolf had cabled Mr. Wilson offering his services in any capacity. Later he was attached to the expeditionary force in Siberia. One day during his visit with us, Mother, Helen Bones, Rudolf, the President and I were driving out to the American University Camouflage Camp and asked Mr. Sargent to go along. The officers who showed us about were delighted at our amazement when an unoffensive-looking stone would roll aside and from under it would emerge a soldier. The commandant said that he had been less successful in disguising shell holes in open country, where it might be necessary to place men as lookouts. Mr. Sargent said quickly: "Line them with black velvet. It absorbs light and reflects nothing." I am sure it would have done what he said, but the idea of carting black velvet about on the front seemed a trifle impractical.
The artist had lunch with us several times. I found him extremely courteous and well-bred, though uninteresting. My husband said he never worked harder than he did to entertain Sargent while he posed. For all this, the finished portrait was a disappointment to me. I think it lacks virility and makes Mr. Wilson look older than he did at the time.
It was not until a long time afterwards, however, that I got what may be a clue to the artist's nervousness on the day of our meeting. This came from Mr. Henry White. Mr. White said that Sargent had told him that the night before going to the White House he had dined at the home of Senator Henry Cabot Lodge. Lodge had said that he was delighted to hear that Sargent was to do President Wilson's portrait, as it presented a great opportunity for the artist to serve his Party. Everyone knew Sargent's ability to find in human beings the counterpart of animals, and thus reveal some hidden beastly trait. Lodge said that he knew there was something sinister hidden in Wilson which he looked to Sargent to reveal to the world. Then, Mr. White told me, the painter turned to him,